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The Tragedie 

By this one bloudie trial of fliarpe warre, 

i Lay. Euery mans confcieocc is a thoufand fwords 
To fight againft that bloudic homicide. 

z.Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

$. Lor. He hath no fricnds,butwho arefriendsfarfeare, 
Which in his grcatellneed will fhrin^e from him. 

Rich. AW forour vantage, then in Gods namcmarch, 
7*rue hope isfwift,and flics with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures king9. 

Enter K Richard , N nff‘.Ratclijfe ) Caieshy , with others. 
King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bofworth field, 
Why how now Catcsby, why looked thou fo fad? 

Cat My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 
iD'w.Nort?b!ke,comc hither: 

Norffoikcjwc mud hauc knockcs,ha, mud we not? 

Nor. Wcmufl both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 
King. Vp with my tent there, here will I lye to night. 

But where to merrowiwd l *>H is one for that: 

V/ho hath Jefcried the number ofthe foe? 

Nor. Sixeorfcucn thoufand is their greatcfl number. 
King. Why our battailon trcbels that account, 
Befidcs,the kings name is a tower of rtrength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 

Fpwith my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc men of found diredion, 

Lets want no difc'pline,make no delay, 

For Lords, to morrow, is a bufie day. 

Enter Richmond with the Leras. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden feate, 

And by the bright tracke of his ficrie Carre, 

Giuesfigna!! ofa goodly day tomorrow.* 

Wnerc isdir tvilhaix) Brandon, he (ball bearemy flanderd. 
The Earle of Pcmbrookc keepe hisae giment. 

Good captaine Blunt, bcare my good night to him, 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee mein my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good £lnnt before thou goefl- 
Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,doeft thou know ? 
Blunt^yw lcsl hauc m^iany ji/S h 
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Richard the third. 

Which well f am allur'd I hauc not done 
His regiment liet halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the tnighne power of the king. 

Rich. Ifwithout perill it be poffible, 

Good captaine Blunt bearc my good nightfo him, 

Andgiue him from me, this mod needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lie vndertakc it. 

Rich . Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me fonic Inkc and paper in my rent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limit each leader tohisfeuerall charge, 

^nd part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Come, let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinclfc, 
la to our tent, the airc is rawe an d cold. 

Enter K. Richard , Norff. R atch-jfe, £ ate sly 
King. What is a clocke.? 

Cat. it is fix of the clocke, fall fupper time, 

King . I will not fup to night, giue me fomc/nke & paper, 
What, is my beuercafier then it was ? 

And all m\ armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readinefle, 

King Good NorfFolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Ffecarefull watch, chufe truftic Ccntiuell. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

King. Stur with the Lar£e to morrow gentle Norffo%. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuantatarmes 
To Stanelys regiment, bid>him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing,lcafi hisTonnc George fall 
Into the blinde caueofctcrnall night, 

Fill mcabow!cofwine,giucmcawatcb, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Loo^e t har my ftaucs be found and net too hcauy Ra tlifFc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholy L. Northumberland i 
Rat. rhcruastheEirleof Surrey and himfelfe, 

Much about Coc^fhut time, from troupe to croupe 
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